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"When I was down beside the sea, 
A wooden spade they gave to me 

To dig the sandy shore. 
My holes were empty hke a cup. 
In every hole the sea came up, 

Till it could come no more. 

Robert Lotus Stevejisoit 
7 



It was summer. 

The days -were long and bright. 
But it was ver}^ warm. 
One night father came home late. 
"You look so tired, father," said 
Mary. 



"You ought to have a vacation. 
It is too warm to work now. 
That is why there is no school. 
That is why we have vacation. 
I do wish you could have a 

vacation, too." 
Father laughed. 
"Come here, little girl," he said. 
"I want to tell you something." 
"I want to whisper it in your 



ear." 



"Oh, father, is it a secret?" 
"Yes, Mary, it is a big secret." 
" Are we going to the Orphans' 
Home again, father?" 
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" ISTo, Mary, but we are going 

somewhere. 
I am going to have a vacation. 
We are all going away for a 

week." 
"Father, do tell me where we are 

going." 
"That is the secret, Mary. 
Come, I will whisper it to you." 
Father whispered " To-morrow 

we are going to the seashore." 
"Oh, good I good! good I" cried 

Mary. 
"Let us tell Tom and mother." 
" Mother knows now," said father, 
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"Tom knows, too," said mother. 
"He is upstairs looking for his 

boat. 
He wants to take it with him." 
"I must tell some one I" cried 

Mary. 
"I will go and tell my dolls." 
Mary ran upstairs. 
All the dolls ^\;\rere in bed but 

Red Riding Hood. 
"Dear Red Riding Hood," said 

Mary. 
" I have come to tell you a secret. 
To-morrow I am going to the 

seashore. 

u 



I will take you with me. 
Oh, dolly, how I wish it were 
morning now! 



It is so long till morning I 

Time goes so slowly! 

Listen to naother's watch. 

It says, ' Tick-tock ! tick-tock I ' 

I wish it would go faster. 

See the big clock in the church 

tower. 
It goes slowly, too. 
I wish I were a watch or a clock. 
I would say 'tick-tock' very fast. 
Then it would be morning soon. 
And we could go to the seashore." 
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to the seashore. 
Tom and Mary had never been 

at the seashore before. 
How they shouted when they 

saw the ocean I 
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They were so happy. 

Tom had a little boat. 

He ran down to the sea to sail 

his boat. 
"Come on, Mary," he cried. 
"Come and see my boat sail." 
"Mother, may I take off my 

shoes?" asked Mary. 
"Tom has taken off his shoes. 
I want to wade in the water. 
I want to help Tom sail his boat. 
I want to dig in the wet sand." 

Yes, Mary," said mother. 

Come and I will help you." 
Off came the shoes. 

15 



(( 



(( 



Down to the sea ran Mary. 
The children sailed the boat. 
It sailed away from the shore. 
Tom pulled it back again. 
They waded in the water. 
How cool the water was! 
They looked for shells. 
They found some very pretty 

ones. 
" These are for mother," said Tom. 
The little waves came up on the 

sand. 
The children ran from the waves. 
"The waves are chasing us," cried 

Mary. 
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"Let us chase them back," said 

Tom. 
So the children ran after the 

^\^aves. 
"We have chased them off the 

sands," cried Mary. 
"l^o^w let ns dig in the sand,"' 

said Tom. 
"I have a spade. 
I will dig a deep hole. 
You may have the sand I dig 

out. 
Pile it up, Mary. 
We will make a big sand fort 

with it." 

17 



"Come, children," called mother. 

"It is tim.e for dinner." 

"Must we go now, mother?" 

asked Tom. 
"Yes, Tom, but we will come 

back after dinner. 
Then you can make your sand 

fort. 
You may play in the sand all 

day." 



THE QUEER FISH 

Tom has a fish net. 

Father gave it to him. 

One day he was down by the sea. 

"I will catch some little fish in 

my net," he said. 
A big boat came sailing in. 
Tom ran down to meet the boat. 
It was a fisherman's boat. 
The fisherman had some big nets. 
He had been catching big fish in 

his nets. 
There were many fish in the boat. 

My, what big fish!" cried Tom. 

I never saw such big fish. 
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Where did you get them?" 
"Away out in deep water," said 

the fisherman. 
"Look I look I" cried Tom. 
" What is that ? 
It is walking. 
Is it a fish ? " 
"It is a kind of fish," said the 

fisherman. 
"Is it a real fish?" asked Tom. 
"What a queer fish it is!" 
" Why, don't you know what that 

is?" asked the fisherman. 
"It is a lobster." 
"No, it isn't," said Tom. 

20 



"I have seen lobsters. 

They are red. 

That fish is green." 

"Hal ha! ha!" laughed the big 

fisherman. 
" What a queer boy you are I 
All lobsters are green before 

they are cooked. 
After they are cooked, they are 

red. 
Here, little man. 
I Tvill give you this lobster. 
Look out for his long claws. 
Do not let him pinch you. 
I will put him into your net." 

21 



"Thank you, fisherman," said 

Tom. 
"I "w^ill take it to mother." 



THE KITE 



Mother, father, Tom, and Mary- 
sat on the seashore. 

They were watching the sail- 
boats. 

"Brownie "Wind is working hard 
today," said Tom. 

"See how he pushes the boats 
along." 

" Yes," said father, " he is working 
hard today. 

Look at the old windmill on the 
hill. 

See how fast the wind is turning 
the long arms." 

23 



Does Brownie Wind never 

play?" asked Mary. 
"Yes," said mother, "lie likes to 

play. 
Sometimes he turns little girls' 

pin wheels. 
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Sometimes he blows little boys' 

kites." 
"My! Why didn't I think of 

that?" cried Tom. 
"Come, Mary, hurry up. 



I have some strong blue paper. 
I have a big ball of string. 
Let us make a kite. 
It is a fine day for kite flying." 
Away ran the children. 
They made a big blue kite. 
Tom made a long tail for the kite. 
"Now, Mary," he said, "it is done. 
Let us go and fly it. 



We will go to 
the top of the hill. 




The "wind is strong there." 

The children ran to the top of 

the hill. 
The kite flew well. 
Mary said, "It looks 

like a big blue bird. 
"Brownie Wind like 

lay kite," said Ton 
"See how he is playing with it. 
ISTow^ he blows it up. 
Now he lets it come down a little. 
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Then up, up, up lie blows it 

again." 
" Oh, Tom^ I wish I were a kite. 
I would fly with the birds. 
I would fly above the clouds. 
I would fly to the sky." 
"Oortie, come, little sister I" 
We will fly the kite no more 

today. 
I am afraid you will turn into a 

kite. 
Then you will fly away with 

Brownie "Wind. 
I do not want to lose my little 

sister." 

28 



THE WIND 

I saw you toss the kites on high, 
And blow the birds about the 

sky; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies' skirts across the 




O wind, a-blowing all day 

long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a 

song! 

Robert Louis SxEVEirsoN 
29 



Then up, up, up he blows it 

again." 
" Oh, Tom^ I wish I were a kite. 
I would fly with the birds. 
I would fly above the clouds. 
I would fly to the sky." 
"Come, come, little sister!' 
We will fly the kite no more 

today. 
I am afraid you will turn into a 

kite. 
Then you will fly away with 

Brownie Wind. 
I do not want to lose my little 

sister." 

28 



THE WIND 

I saw you toss the kites on high, 
And blow the birds about the 

sky; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies' skirts across the 




O wind, a-blowing all day 

long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a 

song! 

Robert Louis SteveJtson 
29 



CHAPTER IL— WORK AND PLAY 



THE LITTLE MILKMAN 

Boy Blue's father has many 

cows. 
He sends the milk to town. 
. A man takes it in a big cart. 
He sells the milk. 
One day father called Boy Blue. 
"I want another man to sell 

milk. 



Do you think you could help 
me, my boy? 

Could you take som.e milk to 
town to sell?" 

"Oh, yes, father," said Boy Blue. 

"I am glad to help you." 

So Boy Blue is the little milk- 
man now. 

His father bought a little cart for 
him. 

Every morning Boy Blue fills 
his cart with bottles of milk. 

Jack, his big dog, draws the cart. 

They go to many houses. 

Boy Blue has a bell. 
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He drives up to a house. 

He rings the bell. 

Jack stops. 

Some one conies to the door. 

Boy Blue says, "Good morning. 

Here is your milk." 

Then he goes to the next house. 

He goes from house to house. 

At each house he leaves a bottle 

of milk. 
He sells all the milk but two 

bottles. 
What do you think he does with 

these two bottles? 
Sell them ? 
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No; these bottles are Boy Blue's. 
His father gives them to him. 
He gives Boy Blue two bottles 

every day. 
This is what Boy Blue gets for 

selling the milk. 
Will he drink the milk? 
Oh, no, no I 

"Come, Jack," he says. 
" Now we will go to see our little 

old, man." 



THE LITTLE OLD MAN 

Down the street go Boy Blue 
and Jack. 
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Soon they come to a little old 

house. 
A little old man lives in this little 

old house. 
He is very poor. 
Boy Blue and Jack stop at the 

little house. 
Boy Blue rings his bell. 
The little old man comes to his 

do( 



t 

"Oh, here is my little milkman," 

says the old man. 
"Yes, and here is your milk," 

says Boy Blue. 
He gives the old man a bottle of 

milk. 
Then he says, "Good-by, I must 

be off." 
"Thank you," says the little old 

man. 
"You are the best milkman in 



town. 



» 
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THE SICK BOY 

"Now, Jack," says Boy Blue. 
"We must go to our little sick 

boy." 
Jack wags his tail as if to say, 

"Come on." 
They soon come to another poor 

little house. 
Boy Blue does not ring his bell 

here. 
He takes his last bottle of milk. 
Then he goes quietly to the door. 
He knocks very gently. 
The little sick boy's mother 

opens the door. 

V 
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"Here is the milk for your little 

boy," says Boy Blue. 
" How is he today ? " 
"He is better," says the mother. 
" The good milk is m.aking him 

well. 
Thank yon for yonr 

kindness to my 

little sick 

boy." 
" I am glad I can 

help him," says Boy Blue. 
" Good-by." 
"Good-by." 
Then he and Jack go home. 
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ANOTHER BROWNIE 

The little sick boy's name is 

Will. 
Will was sick for a long time. 
Then he grew better. 
But he was not very strong. 
The doctor still came to see him. 
" Will should live in the country. 
Then he ^\^ould soon grow strong," 

said the doctor. 
Boy Blue asked Will to visit him. 
Will came for a week. 
What a good time he had I 
He had all the milk he could 

drink. 
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He had all the eggs he could eat. 

Then he grew stronger. 

His cheeks grew red. 

His eyes grew bright. 

One day Will said, "I love yon, 

Boy Blue. 
You are so good to me. 
Why are you so kind?" 
"Oh, I am a brownie," said Boy 

Blue. 
"Brownies like to help others, 

you know." 
"I wish I could be a brownie," 

said Will. 
"I would like to help you." 
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"You can be a brownie, Will. 
What would you like to do?" 
"Oh, I would like to take care of 

the chickens," said Will. 
"I know they like me. 
I would like to feed them." 
"You may feed them," said Boy 

Blue. 
"Now you are a brownie, too. 
I will call you Brownie Will." 



THE HAPPIEST BROWNIE 

The last day of Will's visit came. 
He and Boy Blue were feeding 

the chickens. 
"This is the last time I will feed 

you, chickens," said Brownie 

Will. 
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"Oh, Boy Blue, I do not want to 

go away. 
I wish I could live with you all 

the time." 
"So do I," said Boy Blue. 
Some one had been watching the 

boys. 
It was Boy Blue's father. 
He saw that Brownie Will looked 

sad. 
But he could not hear what the 

boys said. 
"Come to me. Will," he said. 
" Would you like to stay with 

Boy Blue? 
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Would you like to take care of 

the chickens?" 
"Oh, yes, yes!" ciied Will. 
" Well," said father, " I think you 

are a good brownie. 
I like brownie helpers. 
So you may stay and help Boy 

Blue and me. 
Your mother is willing. 
She will come to see you often." 
How happy Will was. 
"Oh! oh! oh!" he cried. 
" I am the happiest little brownie 

in the world." 
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PLAYING HIAWATHA 

It was fall 

All the brownies went to school 
again. 



In school they heard a new story. 
It was about a little Indian boy. 
His name was Hiawatha. 
One day Alice said, " Let ns play 

Hia^watha. 
Our mothers will make Indian 

suits for us." 
"Goodl goodl" cried the other 

brownies. 
"Let us ask our mothers if they 

will make the Indian suits." 
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The mothers made Indian suits. 
Then Tom said, "We must make 

a wigwam." 
" Where shall we make it ? " asked 

Alice. 
" Hiawatha's wigwam was by the 

shore of the Big Sea Water." 
"We will make our ^g^^am by 

the brook," said Boy Blue. 
"We will play the brook is the 

Big Sea Water." 
So the children made their 

wigwam by the brook. 
On Saturday they dressed in 

their Indian suits. 
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They played in their wigwam. 
They made a fire at the door. 
"We raust have Indian names," 

said Alice. 
" Mary will be Minnehaha. That 

mean's 'Laugl 

"Water.' 
My name will 

be Nokomis. 
Tom w^ill be 

Hiawatha. 
Boy Blue will 

be lagoo. 
"Will and the othci 

boys will be Indian warriors." 



Nokomis and Minnehalia found 

some corn. 
They ground it into Indian 

meal. 
Hia'watha, lagoo, and the other 

Indian warriors made bows 

and arrows. 
"Now we will go hunting," said 

lagoo. 
The little birds saw the Indian 

warriors. 
They did not fly away. 
They seemed to say, "We know 

you. 
Do not shoot us, Hiawatha." 
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How all the Indians laughed 1 
"The birds are helping to play 

Hiawatha," said Nokomis. 
Then Hiawatha laughed. 
" We will not shoot yon," he said. 
"We know who yon are. 
Yon are Hiawatha's chickens." 



THE INDIAN BAND 



"I am a big Indian chief," said 

Boy Blue. 
"Yon are my warriors. 
We are a band of brave Indian 

warriors. 
We will go hunting. 
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Let us walk like Indians. 

I. will go first. 

You come after me. 

Walk one back of the other. 

See where the Indian in front of 

you steps. 
Come right after him. 



step in the same place. 
Now, let us be off." . 

Away went the Indian chief. 
The other warriors went after 

him. 
One after another they went. 
Oh, how quietly they crept 1 
They crept around the house. ' 
Then they crept under the apple 

trees. 
Back to their wigwam they 

crept. 
Not a word did any one say. 
They were as quiet as real 

Indians. 
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"Good I" said the chief. 

"That was a fine hunting party. 

Now we will be boys and girls 

again. 
It is time to go home." 
Alice, Boy Bine, and Will ran 

into the house. 
"Oh, I am so glad to see you!" 

said mother. 
"I have been so frightened!" 
"What frightened you, mother?" 

said Boy Blue. 
"I looked out of the ^ndow," 

said mother. 
" And what do 3^ou think T saw ? 
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I saw an Indian band go round 

the house." 
How Boy Blue and Will laughed! 
But Alice said, "Why, mother, 

they were not real Indians. 
We were the Indian band." 
"Oh, were you?" said mother. 
"I will know who you are next 

time. 
I will never be frightened again." 



RIDDLES 



It ^^as a cold, rainy Saturday. 
The brownies could not play 

Indians. 
They had to stay in the house. 
They were all at Boy Blue's 

home. 
They had been playing games. 
But they were tired of games. 
" Let us sit by the fire," said Alice. 
"Let us each give a riddle." 
"I know a riddle," said Mary. 
"See who can guess it. 
Humpty Dumpty sat on the ^wall, 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall. 
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All the king's horses and all the 

king's men 
Could not put Humpty Dumpty 

together again." 
"Oh, I know," cried Will. 
"Humpty Dumpty was an egg. 
No^v I will give my riddle. 
What has a face but cannot 

see?" 
"A watch," cried Boy Blue. 
"A clock," cried Tom. 
"You are both right," said Will. 
"What has teeth but cannot 

chew?" asked Tom. 
"A comb," said Alice. 
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"Who can guess my riddle? 
In the early spring there is a 
flower 
With lovely yellow hair. 
It soon grows gray, then blows 
away, 
And leaves its head quite 
bare." 



"What flower can that be?" 

asked Mary. 
"I know," said Boy Blue. 
"It is the dandelion. 
Now, guess my riddle. 
What has an eye but cannot 

see?" 
"A needle!" cried Mary. 
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"Mother told that one to me." 
"Now," said Alice, "we all know 

five good riddles. 
We will give them to the boys 

and girls at school." 



JiioT^nW 
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CHAPTER III. — BROWNIE HOLIDAYS 



THANKSGIVING DAY 

It was the Saturday before 
Thanksgiving Day. 

The brownies were playing at 
Tom's home. 

"Next Thursday will be Thanks- 
giving Day," said Mary. 



"We are going to grandfather's. 
I do hope we have snow. 
Then we can go in the sleigh. 
What are you going to do, Boy 

Blue?" 
"We are going to be at home," 

said Boy Bine. 
" Will's mother is coming, too." 
" Hurrah for Thanksgiving I " 

cried Tom. 
"All the brownies will have a 

happy day." 
" Bro^vnies," said Boy Blue, "I 

have been thinking about 

something. 
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I have told you about my little 
old man. 

You know I take a bottle of 
milk to him every morning. 

Sometimes I take him eggs. 

My little old man is very poor. 

I think he will have no Thanks- 
giving dinner. 

I wish we could be real brown- 
ies. 

I wish we could take a Thanks- 
giving dinner to him." 

"We can," cried all the other 
brownies. 

" Let us ask our mothers to help." 
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Their mothers ^were glad to help 

the brownies. 
They talked about the dinner 

with the brownies. 
They cooked many good things 

for the little old man. 
On Wednesday all the good 

things were ready. 
The children ran all the way 

home from school. 
They packed the good things 

into Boy Blue's cart. 
Jack was glad to draw the cart. 
He drew it right to the old 

man's door. 
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He seemed to say, "You see I 

know the way." 
The bro^w^nies piled all the good 

things on the steps. 
Then they ran around the house. 
They took Jack and the cart 

with them. 



We ^11 hide," they said. 
"The old man will not know 
where the dinner came from." 
Boy Blue ^v^^aited by the door. 
He rang his bell. 
Then he ran around the house, 

too. 
The children peeped out, 
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Soon tlie little old man came 

to the door. 
""Why, what is this?" he cried. 
He looked at all the good things. 
"Dear me," he said; "it is a real 

Thanksgiving dinner! 



Can it be for me? 

The brownies or the fairies have 

been here. 
I heard my little milkman's bell. 
I think he is the brownie. 
How good he is ! 
What would I do without him? 
Where can he be? 
He could not get away so soon. 
Where are you, Brownie?" he 

called. 
The brownies did not speak. 
But Jack wagged his tail. 
" Bow-wow^-wow," he said. 
"I kno^v\^ that little old man." 
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The brownies laughed and ran 

out. 
"Here I am," said Boy Blue. 
"Here are some other brownies." 
"Thank you, bro"wnies," said the 

old man. 
" You have made me very happy. 
I hope you will have a happy 

Thanksgiving Day." 
""We hope you will have a happy 

day, too," said the brownies. 
"Good-by, good-by." 



THE BROWNIE CHRISTMAS TREE 

The brownies have been very 

busy. 
They have been making their 

Christmas presents. 
"There, I have made all my 

Christmas presents," said 

Mary. 



"So have I," said Alice. 

"And so have ^v\^e," said the boys. 

"I hope Santa Glaus has made 

all his Christmas presents. 
I hope he ^\;\^ill bring me new 

skates," said Tom. 
" IIo^v\^ busy Santa must be I " said 

Will. 
"Think of all the presents he 

makes I " 
"Yes," said Alice, "he brings us 

presents every Christmas. 
But some children have no 

Christmas presents. 
They have no Christmas tree." 
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"Oh, the poor children!" cried 

Mary. 
"Who are they? 
Where do they live?. 
Let us make some Christmas 

presents for them." 
" I was thinking of some children 

we know," said Alice. 
" Let ns have a Christmas tree for 

the children in the Orphans' 

Home." 
"Good! good! We will!" cried 

the boys. 
"We will ask our mothers and 

fathers to help us," said Alice. 
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That night Mary, Tom, and 

mother and father came to 

Boy Blue's home. 
"We have come to talk about 

the Brownie Christmas tree," 

they said. 
"What will the boys do?" asked 

Tom's father. 
"We will cut the tree," said Boy 

Blue. 
" We will pop corn and string it," 

said Tom. 
"We will help trim the tree," 

said Will. 
"Good I" said Tom's father, 
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"What will the girls do?" 
"The girls and the mothers will 

get the presents for the little 

girls at the Home. 
We will buy a doll for every 

little girl. 
We will dress the dolls," said 

Boy Blue's mother. 



"Yes," said Alice, "and we ^^^ill' 

make some pretty paper dolls. 
They will look so pretty on the 

tree." 
"ISTow," said Mary, "what will 

the fathers do?" 
"We will buy the Christmas 

presents for the little boys at 

the Home. 
"We will buy sleds, books, skates, 

« 

and games." 

"My I what a fine tree we will 
have," said Will. 

" Hurrah for the Brownie Christ- 
mas tree I " 
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SANTA'S HELPERS 

Christmas eve came. 

The bro'wnies and their mothers 

and fathers had been busy. 
They had trimmed the Brownie 

Christmas tree. 
Now it stood in Boy Blue's 

home. 
How pretty it was ! 
The white pop com looked like 

snowflakes. 
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The dolls smiled from the boughs. 
"You dear dolls I" cried Mary. 
" I kno^v\^ the little girls will 

love you." 
Under the tree were three new^ 

sleds and many bundles. 
Books, skates, and games were 

in the bundles. 
" I kno^v what the boys will do, 

said Boy Blue. 
"They will jump for joy ^\;\^hen 

they see the sleds." 
The brownies wrote a letter to 

Santa Claus. 
This is what they wrote: 
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ycyuj Aa/i}& Q/> m/i'>vy titto^ to- ijui/yyu. 

2i}& tAyim/mtd It fau tA^'nv. 

Zi}dt ycyiv ^tao^b t(i£& it to th^Tyu? 

lA^b wa/yvt t^'y}v to- A^aA}& cu iTitvmf ^u/^t- 

W-b ko^ ifo^ Wilt koA)^ ^oonfb Iru yowb 
^Ufk fau tkb tis&. 

^amtcu. 

yoiAA^ to'i^i/yuf kdipt^i., 
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Father pinned the letter to the 

tree. 
" I know Santa will be glad when 

he sees this tree," said father. 
Next morning the Brownie 

Christirias tree was gone. 
Santa must have found room for 

it in his sleigh. 
On Christmas morning it stood 

in the Orphans' Home. 
The Brownie Christmas tree 

made the orphan children 

very happy. 
And the brownies were happy, too. 
Do you kno^w why? 
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ST. VALENTINE'S DAY 

It is St. Valentine's Day. 

St. Valentine lived a long, long 

time ago. 
He was a very good man. 
He was always helping others. 
So yon see he was something 

like a brownie. 
He gave presents to the poor 

people. 
The poor people did not know 

who gave the presents. 
St. Valentine went to their 

houses at night. 
He left his presents at the door. 
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Then he went away. 

By and by the people guessed 

who gave them the presents. 
Then they loved St. Valentine. 
When he was an old, old man, 

he died. 
Then the people said, "We will 

keep his birthday." 
So on St. Valentine's birthday 

they sent presents to others. 
We keep good St. Valentine's 

birthday, too. 
We send pretty cards to the 

people we love. 
We call these cards valentines. 
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THE BROWNIE VALENTINES 

The brownies made a great many 

valentines. 
They made them for each other. 
They made them for their friends. 



But they made the best for their 

mothers and fathers. 
Mary made one for her father. 
It Tvas a big red heart. 
On it she wrote, "I love you." 
Alice .made one for her father. 
It was a pretty ^\;\^hite heart. 
She painted some flowers on it. 
tJnder the flowers she wrote: 
" How I love you, father mine I 
Will you be my valentine?" 
The boys made valentines for 

their mothers. 
Tom painted a red rose on his, 
This is what he wrote, 
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"To my dearest valentine." 
Will made a big red heart for his 

mother. 
He wrote, "I love you with all 

my heart." 
Boy Blue made a big white heart. 
He tied it with red ribbon. 
Here is his valentine. 
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THE LOVABLE CHILD 

Happy as a robin, 

Gentle as a dove — 
That's the kind of little girl 

Every one will love. 



Fly away and seek her, 

Little song of mine, 
For I choose that very girl 

As my valentine. 

Emilie Poulsson 



From " Child Stories and Rhymes." By permisBion of 
Lothrop, Lee & Shepatd Co. 
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CHAPTER IV. — SPRINGTIME 



WHAT BROWN PUSSY SAW 

It was a bright day in March. 
The wind was sharp and cold. 
All the brownies were outdoors. 
"What shall we do?" asked Tom. 



"I feel like runniiig 'v^ritli 
BroT^rnie Wind," clled Alice. 
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Let us run to the brook." 



Soon the merry brownies came 

to the brook. 
"Oh, look at that tree! What a 

queer tree ! " said Mary. 
" Why, that is the Pussy Willow 

tree," called Bro^^nie Blue. 
"See Miss Pussy on the tree. 
She has been asleep all winter. 
NoTv^ she has opened her dear 

little door to see the ^^orld." 
"Tell us what you see, little 

Pussy," cried the brownies. 
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Pussy Willow said, " I have been 

sleeping all winter. 
This morning some one softly 

opened my door, and I stepped 

out to see the world. 
I saw little grass blades peeping 

through the ground. 
I saw little flower-buds pushing 

up through the brown earth. 



And I heard the brook sing, 

'Pussy Willow, Willow, Willow, 

Will you tell me why 
You are wearing furry bonnets. 

When the spring is nigh ? 
Why, when blades of grass are peeping, 
And flowers have waked from winter sleeping, 
Tou, your wintry hoods are keeping , 

Will you tell me why ? ' 

I will tell you something the 

brook does not know. 
I shall soon take off my fur hood 

and show my yellow curls." 
"Good-by, Pussy Willow," called 

the brownies. 
"We shall come again to see your 

yellow curls." 
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THE BROWNIES' EASTER 

Easter is a happy time for tlie 

brownies. 
They are all at Tom's house. 
"Tom, ^^hat did Bunny bring 

you? " asked Bro^^nie Blue. 
"A basket ^v\^ith red, blue, pink, 

purple, and yellow eggs. 
Last night I put a basket on a 

low chair so Bunny could 

reach it. 
When I came downstairs this 

morning my basket was gone. 
Mother told me that Bunny 

sometimes plays tricks. 
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So I looked and looked for the 

basket. 
I looked under my chair. 
I looked behind the piano. 
I looked in the cupboard. 
And where do you think I found 

it? 
Right under father's hat, behind 

the door. 
Now, what did Bunny bring 

you?" asked Tom. 
"He brought me colored eggs, 

too," said Brownie Blue, "and 

a basket filled ^th candy 

eggs. 
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I ate the candy eggs. 
The basket looked like chocolate. 
I thought I would eat that, too. 
But guess what kind of basket 

it was. 
"Why, it was made of glass I 
So Bunny played a joke on me 

that time." 
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Ha I ha I ha I " laughed the 
brownies. "That was a good 
joke Bunny played on you." 
I got some eggs all rainbow 
colors," said Mary. 
"And I got something else, too. 
It came in a box. 
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On top of the box "was written, 
'For little Mary, good and 

kind, 
The dearest gift that I could 
find.' 



I opened the box, and what do 

you think I found? 
A dear little white rabbit I 
Come with me to the yard. 



I will sho^^ it to you. 
It is quite tame." 
The brownies ran to the yard- 
There was a little rabbit. 
"Oh, how white it is! It looks 

as white as snow," said Boy 

Blue. 
"What a fat little rabbit I" said 

Alice. "What does it eat?" 



« 
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Mother told me rabbits eat beet 
tops, lettuce, cabbage, and car- 
rots," said Mary. 

I mean to raise them in my 
garden this spring for my 
dear little Bunny." 
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ARBOR DAY 



"Father, what is Arbor Day?" 

asked Tom. 
" We heard the big boys at school 

say that next Monday will 

• 

be Arbor Day." 
"Arbor Day," said father, "is a 

day set apart for children to 

plant trees." 
"Why?" asked Tom. 
"For many reasons," said father. 
"The woodman cuts down trees 

for firewood. 
Houses are built of wood. 
And trees do not live forever. 
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So we must keep planting new 

trees to take the place of those 

we cut down. 
Many people plant trees in the 

fall and spring. 
But Arbor Day is the time for 

children to plant trees." 
" Oh, let us each plant a tree," 

cried Tom. " May we, father ? " 
" Yes," said father, " I shall be glad 

to help you plant your trees. 
Go and tell the other bro^^nies. 
See what kind of trees you wish 

to plant. 
Then I will get them for you." 
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So Tom and Mary ran and told 
the other brownies all about 
Arbor Day. 

Bach brownie "wanted to plant a 
different tree. 
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Brownie Red said, 
"I like the maple, 
it is best. 
To give US shade, 
and birds a nest." 
Will said 
"I'll j)lant a pine, for 

it will be. 
When it grows tall, a 
Christmas tree." 
Tom said, 
"An oak I'll plant, 
for it will live. 
The squirrels their 
winter food to gi"v 



Mary said, 

"I'll plant a Pussy Willow tree, 
To tell us spring is back in 
glee." 

Tom and Mary ran and told 
father the kind of tree each 
brownie wanted. 

So father went to the nursery 
and got a maple tree for Alice, 
a willow tree for Mary, an 
apple tree for Boy Blue, a 
pine tree for Will, and an 
oak tree for Tom. 

On Arbor Day the brownies 
planted their trees. 
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Then they all joined hands and 
danced around each little 
tree, singing, 
"We are brownies, merry and 

gay, 
Who plant new trees on Arbor 
Day." 



THE MAY QUEEN 

Tom and Mary came running 

home from school one day. 
"Mother," cried Mary, "I am to 

be May Queen at our May 

Party next week." 
"Why were you chosen to be 

queen?" asked mother. 



"I'll tell you, mother," said Tom. 

" You know brownies are always 
pleasant, and our teacher said 

the queen should be, 

' l^ot the prettiest one, 
l!^'ot the wittiest one, 
l!^'or she with the gown most gay, 
But she that is pleasantest all the day through, 
With the pleasantest things to say and to do, 
Oh, she shall be Queen of the May.' 

So the class chose Mary for the 

May Queen." 
" Our May Party is to be held in 

the grove," said Mary. 
"We will have a Maypole and 

all the children will danpe 

around it." 
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"Oh, mother, will you come to 
our May Party?" cried Tom 
and Mary. 

"Maybe," said mother, smiling. 



GOING A-MAYING 

It was the day before the May 

Party. 
All the brownies went to the 

meadow to gather flowers. 
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Tom's mother went with them.. 
"Oh, I see violets, yellow ones 

and purple ones," cried Mary. 
" Come and help me pick them." 
"Alice and I will stay in the 

meadow and help you pick 

violets," said mother. 
"The boys may go to the woods 

and see what flowers they 

can find there. 
I will hlovr a whistle when it is 

time to go home." 
Away ran the brownie boys 

across the meadow to the 

woods. 
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'I see honeysuckle," said Tom. 
'There are buttercups," cried 

Boy Blue. 
'Oh, come and see the beautiful 

ferns that I have found," 

called Will. 



"Let us pick heaps and heaps of 
flowers and ferns, and Jet us 
make a May basket for our lit- 
tle old man," begged Boy Blue. 

"I told him about our May Party 
when I gave him his bottle of 
milk this morning. 

He said that he loved flowers 
and little children." 

" All right ! Let us make a May 
basket for our little old man." 
cried all the brownie boys. 

So they picked great handfuls 
of buttercups, honeysuckle 
and ferns. 
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Boy Blue found some soft green 

moss, too. 
At last they heard the ^\^histle. 
"Mother is calling," said Tom. 
"Let us run and show her what 

we have found." 
"What beautiful flowers you 

have I" cried mother and the 

brownie girls. 
"And what pretty violets you 

have," said the Brownie boys. 
"Come, we must start for home 

now," said mother. 
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THE MAY BASKET 

On the way home, Boy Blue 

told the girls about the May 

basket for the little old man. 
"Let us help," said the girls. 

"We will give you some of 

our violets for it." 
When the brownies reached 

home, they put their flowers 

in water. 
Then they ran down to the 

Pussy Willow tree by the 

brook. 

They cut young branches and 

twigs from the tree. 
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From these tliey made a basket. 
They twined the honeysuckle in 

and out between the twigs 

and over the handle. 
Then they lined it with the soft 

green moss that Boy Blue 

had found in the woods. 
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Around the edge of the basket 

they put ferns. 
ISText to the ferns they put a 

row of yello^^r buttercups. 
In the center they put violets. 
"What a pretty May basket!" 

cried all the brownies, as 

Tom held it up. 
"I must run and show it to 

mother," said Boy Blue. 
"Mother, mother, see our May 

basket." 
"It is lovely," said mother. 
"How pleased your little old 

man will be ! " 
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THE MAY PARTY 

The bro-wnies -were up early on 

May Day. 
The sun was shining, and the 

birds were singing as if they, 

too, were having a May 

Party. 
Mary and Alice made the May 

Queen's crown of violets. 



They trimined a wand witli rib- 

\ 

bons and violets for her to 
carry. 

Their teacher and the other chil- 
dren had been biasy, too. 

They had trimmed the Maypole 
with bright ribbons. 

When all the children were in 
their places, they set out for 
the grove. 

Brownie Blue and Brownie Red 
carried the Maypole. 

Then came the May Queen with 
the crown on her head and 
the wand in her hand. 
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The other children marched 

two hy two behind the May 

Qneen. 
Each carried a basket filled with 

flowers. 
Tom's mother walked with the 

teacher. 
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At the edge of the wood, stood 

a great oak tree. 
Under this tree Brownie Blue 

and Brownie Red set np the 

Maypole. 
A throne had heen made near by 

for the May Queen. 



"When the little Queen was 

seated on her throne, the 

children began to dance. 
Round and round the Maypole 

they danced merrily. 
In and out, in and out, they 

twined the bright ribbons. 
What a pretty sight it was I 
Then they played games and ran 

races. 
Too soon came the time to go 

home. 
The May Party was over. 
But what a happy, happy day 

it had been. 
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CHERRY TIME 



It was Saturday morning. 

Tom and Mary stood on the 

porch. 
Brownie Red, Brownie Blue, and 
Will came round the corner. 
They v^ere singing: 
"We have a secret, a secret, 
Just we three. 
A secret to you we will tell. 
Just we three. 

I • 

Our secret is about a tree. 
Can you guess which tree ? " 
"Is it our Pussy Willow tree?" 
asked Mary. 
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"No," said the brownies. 

"Oh, it's about our apple tree," 
said Tom. 

"No, no," said the three brown- 
ies. "Guess again." 

"Well," said Tom, looking very 
wise, "I am sure nothing has 
happened to our Arbor Day 
trees. 

Mary and I were looking at them 
this morning." 

"No, nothing has happened to 
our Arbor Day trees," said 
Boy Blue. 

"The robins know the secret. 
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Thej sing, 'We know a secret, 

sweet, sweet, sweet/ 
Maybe you can guess it when 

you hear my riddle: 

As I was going through Garden Gap, 
Whom should I meet but Dick Red-cap, 
With a stick in his hand, and a stone in his 

throat ; 
If you guess this riddle, I'll give you a groat." 

"A cherry.! A cherry!" cried 
Tom and Mary together. 

"So the secret is about a cherry 
tree," said Tom. 

"Yes, yes," said the brownies. 

"Cherries are ripe. 

That is our secret. 
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Father said we could have all 

we wanted to eat." 
"Good I" cried Tom. "Let us go 

and get some cherries." 
"Oome on," said Boy Blue. "I 

will show you the tree." 
Soon five merry brownies "were 

up in the cherry tree. 
Tom climbed to the very top. 



'Oh, look what I have found in 
the fork of this tree," said 
Brownie Blue. 



"A bird's nest — and five blue 

eggs in it I" 
"Let me see," said Tom. "Why, 

that's a robin's nest." 
"Look at it, girls, but do not 

touch the eggs," said Will. 



" IIo^\^ do yon know it is a robin's 
nest, Torn?" asked Alice. 

"Look at the nest," said Tom. 

"It is made of coarse twigs. 

It is held together ^th mud. 

It is lined with horse hair and 
fur from Pussy Willow. 

That is the way robins build 
their nests." 

"Here are some cherries that 
Mr. and Mrs. Robin have 
taken a bite from," said Alice. 

"Well, where are Mr. and Mrs. 
Hobin now?" said Mary. 

" Oh, they are not far away. 
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They have gone for something to 

eat, or to take a bath. 
Kobins eat worms as well as 

cherries. 
And they take a bath every day," 

said Will. 
*' If they see us they may be afraid 

to come back," said Alice. 
"Brownies ^11 not hurt birds," 

said Boy Blue. 
"But Mrs. Kobin does not know 

we are brownies," said Will. 
"She will soon know us. 
We are coming every day, while 

the cherries last," said Alice. 
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"Let ns pick some cherries for 

mother to m.ake a cherr j pie," 

said Boy Blue. 
"Oh yes," said Alice, "and Mary 

and Tom can take some home 

to their mother. 
Then we will all have cherry 

pie. 
The brownies ate all the bright 

red cherries they wanted. 
Then they picked some to take 

home. 
But there were so many cherries 

on the tree that you would 

not have missed one. 
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Tom and Mary ran home and told 

mother about the brownies' 

secret. 
They told her about the robins' 

nest they had found. 
They gave her their ripe, red 

cherries. 
"Please make a cherry pie, 

mother," said Tom. 
" Will you, mother ? " 

Mary. 
Mother smiled and said, "Yes, I 

^\;\^ill make a little cherry pie 

for each of you." 
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TO THE BROWNIE BAND 

Good-by, dear little brownies, 
We love you every one. 

Good-by, dear little brownies. 
Our storybook is done. 



'-s^s> 



